The Tale of Sir Hugh (by Mirte Keulen)

Be ye all quiet for a while

So I may tell thee in style

The tale of a cursèd knight

By the name of Sir Hugh

He that of no good knew

A man failing to do his plight

Living in the Scottish land

From this country he was banned

For he was a child of the night

Fallen from the lord’s grace

Of mercy was in him no trace

His mind possessed by an evil sprite

The story commences one eve

An event causing thee to grieve

Sir Hugh and his evil-doing mates

Riding until at nightfall they see

The silhouette of Melrose Abbey

On their hearts were no weights

Therefore they quickly rode on

Before the last sunlight was gone

And as the legend further narrates

The Abbey was soon reached

Silence inside, no-one preached

A horrid scene Sir Hugh then creates

“Dear friends”, he called out

With a voice as thunder loud

“Break open this door and see

Gold and silver, shining bright

There is no reason for flight

For the luckiest men are we

Finding all these unguarded treasures

Bound to give us many pleasures

Although we have no church key

Therefore open these large doors

Thus gold and silver shall be yours”

So soon they exercised this decree

Violently the men set to the task

Their faces formed an angry mask

Conscience shortly bothered Sir Hugh  

Twas almost asking for his doom

Though not long did he feel gloom

When the doors were broken through

Treasures shone into all eyes

And it should come as no surprise

Sir Hugh felt guilt would not do

From viewing this sea of splendour

Admiring all with hands tender

His barbaric desires grew

While the other men stood amazed

Because of the treasures dazed

Sir Hugh walked along the aisle

Aiming for the altar’s chalice

Ruled by his immense malice

Never was a demon more vile

Glimmering eyes full of greed

Forcing Sir Hugh to proceed

On his mouth lay a filthy smile

The devil could not equal him

His dark countenance so grim

Finding only wealth worthwhile

Finally on the altar he held up

The golden and precious cup

Suddenly all candles flicker

The men’s clattering died out

And no-one dared to shout

Sir Hugh breathed quicker

When a hand on his shoulder

Made former fears smoulder

His blood became thicker

Afraid what he was to learn

Once he made his back turn

Twere not man, monk, or vicar

A woman clad in a white gown

Refusing to cast her eyes down

Questioning all with fiery gaze

Her pale robe fell to the floor

Feet touching the ground no more

Setting the men’s hearts ablaze

Divine her looks, though furious

Made the fools very curious

Her beauty invoked their praise

Sir Hugh failed to be shaken

How incredibly was he mistaken

Unable to forget in later days

Indeed, Sir Hugh pushed aside

The unearthly maiden, tonguetied

She then vanished into thin air

No trace of her to be found

Disappeared without a sound

Some men fell into prayer

Their souls filled with fear

The punishment would be severe

Sir Hugh could only swear

Nevertheless they took all

At leaving the Abbey’s hall

Sir Hugh left without a glare

Tree long days the men rode

Then to reach Sir Hugh’s abode

His home made their hearts glad

For so many days spent away

They were now relieved and gay

After the odd adventure they had

Sir Hugh then ordered his chair

To finally rest in this castle fair

Thinking of women whitely clad

Thus he sat pondering in his stool

His face suddenly seemed less cruel

But then he leaped up as if mad

“This house, it is spinning around

Round and round, only to astound

My confused brain cannot be stilled

Now left is right and right is left

Of my peace at home I am bereft

Sense and reason have been killed

What is up or down, I cannot tell

My mind this moment is living hell

Ancestors with their own hands built

This house that will not give me rest

I must feel like an unwanted guest

In this house with my torture filled”

Sir Hugh three long days and nights

Roamed around the house with frights

For every place he chose to sit or lie

Made him more and more distressed

Leaving Sir Hugh tired and depressed

Still unable to understand why

His rest was so rudely disturbed

The house’s disquiet him perturbed

The entire house heard him sigh

As at the third day night was falling

A sight to Sir Hugh most appaling

The white-clad maiden drew nigh

“Sir Hugh” she said with clear voice

“At Melrose I have given you the choice

To flee without those treasures dear

You took no notice of my warning

And left before the dawn of morning

Taking all valuable items without fear

The punishment you must understand

Is exercised under my command

This wrath of mine will persevere

You shall not find rest, Sir Hugh

A nightmare for you has come true

Not again will peace for you be here”

“Dear lady, please let it be not so

You bring upon me too much woe

A wicked man I have been for long

Ungodly and criminal was my life

My best friend was a slaughtering knife

The devil inside me was too strong

For me to resist his evil temptations

Making me the worst of my relations

Truly a conceited man all along

I plundered, raped and murdered too

A horrible creature I must be to you

Yet I now feel that I have been wrong

To know only death will put me at rest

Would make dying tomorrow blessed

Fair lady, have mercy on my soul

Your servant I am as long as I live

I will do anything to make you forgive

For your pardon is now my only goal

Pray look at me, this wretched man

And lift this horrid curse if you can”

The lady with her eyes black as coal

Looked at Sir Hugh full of scorn

Between two things she was torn

Sir Hugh’s fate was under her control

“Your house must remain haunted

though this may well be unwanted

Therefore I shall administer a quest

Providing you with the possibility

To show your promised new civility

Once fulfilled you find the desired rest

First you must travel to a land faraway

Ruled by Saracens, and there you stay

to fight in the name of God with zest

Until your bad reputation is replaced

And stories on your bravery are based

Then a peaceful life can be possessed”

The lady in white again disappeared

Sir Hugh’s frame of mind was cleared

By the tough quest that he had received

Preparations for the journey soon begun

Until all the necessary had been done

Sir Hugh truly in the cause believed

Thus on a bright morning did he depart

Though unrest still was in his heart

And for his cursed home he grieved

The courageous knight left with hope

Still unware of his adventures’ scope

Only a renewed reputation he perceived

Sir Hugh entered the land of Saracens

Its strange beauty has no comparisons

There Sir Hugh fought in God’s name

The knight without soul he was called

Making the heathens much appalled

Though to him it all seemed a game

In truth he would rather be at home

Than fighting for the cause of Rome

His former deeds still gave him shame

Though he was celebrated in the region

Sir Hugh was welcomed in every legion

Thus his morals changed, and his fame

Stories about him were whispered loud

That he was with godly order endowed

They said he was without soul a knight

Because he had lost his soul long ago

A difficult test he must now undergo

To slay a thousand Saracens in a fight

Sending their heathen souls to trade

And when thousand souls were paid

In return would come his own sprite

Though Sir Hugh termed this untrue

This tale was by most men stuck to

Causing the Saracens the more fright

When three years were spent abroad

Sir Hugh had given up every fraud

A devout man he had come to be

On a bright day arrived the letter

No news Sir Hugh found ever better

He read it therefore with much glee

The Bishop of Melrose Abbey wrote

To tell Sir Hugh in his long note

That far away, past the great sea

Tales were told of amazing sort

Praising Sir Hugh, the Christian lord

By this report he was finally set free

His reputation of evil and crime

Had passed away after all the time

Sir Hugh was fighting for the good

So many Saracens he there defeated

No other knight with him competed

Sir Hugh was asked if he would

Stay and continue his holy quest

The answer you already guessed

His decision was not as it should

But the knight desired to return

For his sweet home he did yearn

A thing all his friends understood

Thus on a bright morning did he depart

Rest had found its way into his heart

The soulless knight was no more

Mercy and kindness had now changed

To a noble character well-arranged

Sir Hugh had seen enough of war

Hoping to live without it ever after

In a house full of friends’ laughter

By this happy resolution he swore

To continue his generous way of life

Never for evil again use his knife

Being happy is the thing he looked for

The long journey back he rode alone

Wishing to find himself well known

For courage instead of devilish greed

Only then the white lady could agree

To lift the curse and finally set free

His busy soul as she had guaranteed

The Bishop’s words must be correct

For Sir Hugh to receive his respect

Strengthened by the renewed creed

His trip went smoothly and quickly

Without the knight feeling sickly

He travelled fast with God’s speed

The first thing he saw in his town

The lady’s wavering white gown

She stood high on his house’s roof

Looking far and wide into the land

All still and quiet she did there stand

Sir Hugh did not need more proof

Regarding her presence as a sign

No godly token could be as benign

His horse then ran with swift hoof

Toward the home he knew so well

And sound of the castle’s chapel bell

Their valiancy they did not disprove

The woman watched without disgust

While the wind at her arms did thrust

At Sir Hugh she cast her dark eyes

He dared not look at the pretty face

Afraid he remained in her disgrace

Her robe was brighter than the skies

Then on her mouth a smile shaped

And from her lips laughter escaped

The knight fell silent with suprise

When she slowly walked on the air

To meet him on the ground there

Around them sounded worried cries

“At last you have returned, dear Sir

Since your departure not one stir

I made, nor to a single man I spoke

Nonetheless the people honoured me

Each day they could my figure see

My presence to them was not a joke

Standing high watching over all

Never would I from my tower fall

I was taller and tougher than an oak

Hearing each rumour, tale and story

Waiting for the news of your glory

So I could my curse finally revoke

I was informed of your new name

Knight without soul brought fame

Upon you, before feared and hated

Now only the Saracens feel dislike

For off their heads you did strike

A thousand souls you were fated

To send into the inferno’s flames

And in return for all their names

Your own soul would be recreated

For lost it was for many a year

Or without one you did appear

Your repentace was long awaited

This legend may seem untrue

But let me intimate to you

That somehow this were no lie

For at last you soul came back

Now white instead of black

As formerly had been its dye

The removal of your wickedness

Indeed revealed your worthiness

And features of a good guy

Can now be seen in your exterior

Your looks do not seem inferior

To anyone with scrutinizing eye

As reward for the brave fights

Fought on those dangerous sites

Strange places of a Saracen land

The severe curse I will now lift

From your house, it is my gift

No more will you be banned

Rest you find inside and out

For your heart is now devout

Pray, take my outstretched hand

Let me show that I have kept

The promise we both did accept

Come with me, do not stand”

The house was entered, and alas

Through the rooms they did pass

Sir Hugh smiled and felt at ease

The lady in white was very glad

A hard time the knight had had

And she was happy to appease

His needs by giving him peace

Causing the long curse to cease

For she merely wished to please

Sir Hugh indeed liked her now

And to himself he made a vow

“It seems this heart’s disease

I feel lingering in my chest

Is more than being put at rest

This woman I seem to adore

Her coalblack eyes make me

Feel like drowning in the sea

And there is so much more

That is pretty and pleasing

It seems to me she is teasing

For she did not strike me before

As beautiful, no I did despise

The white robe that is her guise

An opinion I now must deplore

So if it is possible, I may dare

To ask her with beauty so rare

To become my lawful wife

Marrying her would be bliss

And seal our union with a kiss

So with her I can share my life

Let the heavens help me here

For I shall finally ask my dear

Whether she wishes to strife

Or with my feelings she agrees

And to her heart I hold the keys

Since I served her with my knife”

So it came that Sir Hugh knelt

Before his lady, and she felt

Something important he asked

She blushed when she heard

That it was her he preferred

So not many moments passed

Until a fine answer was given

For happily she would give in

To Sir Hugh and forget the past

Only think of what lies ahead

Marriage she did not dread

Their love was solid and vast

“I must tell you one thing first

By a fairy queen I was nursed

My father was merely a man

But my mother a lost fairy

Shortly they were both merry

Sadly my father left us then

Magic he did not understand

So he went from fairyland

I grew up in my mother’s clan

She taught me many a spell

Wonderful stories she did tell

Of how fairymagic began

Never of my father she spoke

Being but an unknown bloke

So I one day went out to find

The identity of my lost father

For a long time did I bother

To see into each man’s mind

Though I was unsuccessful

And the search was stressful

I was thus at last inclined

To quit looking for the guy

Indeed I just had to comply

To live without fatherly bind

However many minds told

Their lives were controlled

By their belief in one God

And by them I was inspired

From fairyland I then retired

My mother calling me odd

She hoped to see me return

My religion she did spurn

Through this world I shod

while I decided to use magic

To solve things too tragic

As if it were an act of God

Which is how I found you

Many tales of evil I knew

Of you and your bad men

When you raided a church

I did not have to search

In you there was no amen

There we met one another

And the spells of my mother

Served me well back then

Sir, is it still me you want

Or did I maybe daunt

Your brave heart again?”

No such thing was the case

And the lovers did embrace

They were the happiest of all

On a bright morn did he depart

Love had settled in his heart

And entering the great hall

He saw his own lovely bride

And suddenly felt warm inside

At the feast he learnt to call

His wife by her maiden name

For she did not wish to claim

His name, for twas too small

Compared to her own title

She felt her name was vital

And at her husband’s request

Lady Whiteheart, she revealed,

Was the title she refused to yield

Sir Hugh was quite impressed

He did not mind so very much

When he was with gentle touch

Eased and for his kindness blessed

Their marriage was a happy one

The Lady bore Sir Hugh a son

Their love was often expressed

Here ends the tale of Sir Hugh

Who in his lifetime grew

From cursèd knight to discover

Both goodness and being devout

His bravery you may not doubt

In strange lands he did recover

His soul, for which he fought

With thousand souls to be bought

This hard task he did cover

His bad reputation he refuted

A good name was better suited

The white-clad lady was his lover

